THE SUBJECT
of thought which, like some monster from the tropics,
must be shut away in a 200, a university.  For the
Soviet citizen thought and action are naively united
into a single psycho-physical way of living. For the
Westerner thought and action are separated, the latter
constituting the humdrum business of life, the former
a dubious and unintelligible indulgence called philo-
sophy. Each form of naivete either guffaws or flares up
at the other, and the result is as amusing or as tragic as
one cares to feel. In one Russian city I remember a
small incident that tickled me. I was walking with a
heavy American couple on their first trip to Europe.
They had come straight from Minneapolis to London
and thence by boat to Leningrad. With us was a little
girl guide, plump, sunburned and smiling, wearing a
black beret, cotton dress and handbag.   She was a
typical, simple student of about eighteen years of age.
We arrived at a large, empty church and the guide said
gravely: "That was once a church. Now it is an anti-
religious  museum.   You  see,  our  scientists  have
proved that there is no God and religion is a fraud."
This was not the customary manner of introducing
middle-aged Americans to the peculiar features of the
Soviet landscape, and I was interested to see the effect.
The old gentleman chuckled and said:   **Well, isn't
that just marvellous? What did she say? "Our scientists
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